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Poetical.
REPOSE.

BY BARRY CORNWALL.

She sleeps amongst her pillows solt,
(A dore now wearied with her flight,)

And all around, and al! alot't,
Hiili s and folds of virgin white ;

Her hair out darkens the dirk night.
Her glauee outshines the starry sky;

H it now her locks are hidden quite.
And closed is her fringed eye.

She slecpoth: wherefore doth she str.rt
Stie siglicth : doth she feel no pain ?

None, none! the dream i near her heart :

The spirit of sleep is in her brain.
i.iue

er in rain)
Like May, when earth is winter-boun-

All dY within sonic care he lies.
Dethroned from his nightly swav

Knr fading when the .lawuing skies
Our soul with awakening thoughts array

Two spirits of might doth man obey.
By each he's wrought, from each he learns

The noe-i- a the Lord ot Life by Day,
The other wheivstacryighi returhs.

Miscellaneous.
THE DOUBLE RESCUE;

OR, THE STRENGTH OF LOVE.

"A dreadful night O, a dreadful
night!" murmured the young wife wi,th
a shudder, as screening the pane with
her hau l from the bright firelight, she
attempted, but in vain, to penetrate the
storm and darkness without. "God
grant he may be near," and with this
heartfelt petition she turned from the
window, seated herself and took up her
knitting.

Cheerful, homelike was. the aspect of
that humble apartment. Near the tire,
whose brisk biaze tilled the room with a
ruddy glow, and streamed far up the
wide chimney, sang the waiting tea-
kettle; while a neatly spread supper
table occupied the centrj of the floor,
which was scoured almost to snowy
whiteness.

The face of the only inmate of the
dwelling, the female above mentioned,
wore an anxious, troubled expression.
Ever and anon, the rude blast rattled
the latch on the outer door, she paused
in her work, and raised her eyes full of
hope and expectancy, then, when only
fw Tl:tlltll- tfl
trees' met her listening ear. sigTied. anal
again strove, by attention to her

to confine her thoughts, and
calm her apprehensions.

Slowly and distinctly the tall clock at
the back part of the room, told the hour
of eight. The young woman put aside
her task, and once more went to the
window. The tempest had not in the
least abated, but raged with the fury of
a thousand uncaged lions, and seemed
still increasing. Fearful indeed was
that evening's elemental warfare, over
that bleak Canadian plain!

"Yet he comes not my husband.
Merciful Heaven befriend us!" Tears
gathered in the eyes of the gentle, devo-
ted wife, and fell like rain upon her ag-

itated bosom. For some moments she
stood indulging their flow, until her
heart, like a lightened ship, rose to its
wonted place upou the billows which had
threatened to overwhelm it.

Hope repeated her whisperings; and,
in imagination, the young wife beheld
the sturdy form of her beloved, nobly
breasting the storm, and step by step
Hearing his home in safety. Already
she seemed pouring for him the fragrant,
steaming beverage, and listening to his
expressions of thankfulness forsurroun
ding blessings.

She turned to the table, cut another
slice from a loaf of inviting appearance,
and laid it upon the already laden plate.
After replenishing the fire she resumed
her scat before it, and gazed into the
writhing flames, that hastily embraced
the fresh fuel, and with a serpent-lik- e

kiss, swallowed the snow flakes, as they
dropped into its red, open jaws.

The minute hand of the clock had
traversed half the distana? around the
dial plate. The evening was fast wan-

ing, but the absent one was absent still.
About noon of that day he had left
home, on foot, intending to transact bu-

siness in a village five miles distant, and
return by nightfall.

At that time no signs of an immediate
storm were apparent, but as the day
drew near its close, the clouds began to
gather thick and heavy, and the snow to
fall in huge, feathery flakes. Faster and
faster it descended, till all the air seem-
ed filled by one mighty avalanche.
Three hours had passed, and the storm --

god in all his terrible fury was jet
At length, calmness could be main-

tained by the waiting wife no longer.
ilfcpe and trust faltered, died within her
bosom. Starting from her chair, she
.pacod the floor, wringing her hands in
iigony, though her eyes were tearless,
.and her pale hps mute as if sealed in
death.

Vaiuly did she endeavor to persuade
herself iu to the belief, that the fierce-
ness of the storm had prevented her hus-
band from leaving the vilage she could
not be deceived. He would never vol-

untarily abandon her thus to loneliness
and awtul uncertainty no ; the assu-
rance was all too undoubted, that the
cold and the tempest had overpowered
him on his way, and ho had sunk amid
the drifting snows to perish. No won-

der that her cheek blanched to marble
hue, and her eyes grew wild with terror!

Suddenly she pauses, while every fca- -

turc speaks desperate resolve. See-- , she
hurriedly envelopes herself in cloak and
hood, and now with firm step moves to-

ward the door. Upon what is she de-
termined? Purely she will not expose
that frail form to the strife that rages
without! That were an act of irisanity!

But yes; she lifts the latch, uncloses
the door. On the instant, a furious gust
drove a portion of the snow which had
accumulated against the panels to the
opposite side of the room. Unable to
compete with its rage, the agouized wife
shrank back, with a low. tremulous moan;
and applying her whole strength to the
door lorceu 'taiPVn, W, UlCC, bctweeu

1
. , i . , . .

he waited but a moment. However:
the next site had rushed forth, closed the
door behind her, and was plunging
wildly down the snow-fille- d path. The
storm was over, the clouds were begin-
ning to break, and let down the rays of
the moon, whose broad disc had just
risen above the horizon. But while the
snow had ceased to fall, the cold had
grown more intense, and the wrath of
the wind was nothing spent.

Madly it swept across the extended
plain, converting it in aspect to a stormy
sea, where foame-ereste- d waves chase and
dash upon each other, like wrangling de-

mons. Onward toiled that solitary fe-

male, through the blinding, suffocating
snow which was consequently being
hurled against her; though an occasion-
al blast, fiercer than the others, com-

pelled her to halt for a moment, and
bury her face in the folds of her cloak.
Then her slcuder form, swaying to and
fro as if it had been a yielding sapling,
seemed as if it most be borne down, but
affection, deep, all powerful affection
buoyed her up and led her forward.

It was a dreary waste over which she
had to pass; no cottage window set forth
a cheering gleam; only a snow-covere- d

plain and barren trees, in the distance,
could be seen. No power could have
summoned human aid to the spot ; the
direst shriek of distress would have been
wasted on the air.

And now, when nearly a mile lay bc-

tweeu her and home, the wife felt herself
exhausted, and benumbed by cold to a
degree that she could proceed no farther.
The sharp winds pierced her garments
as if they had been but a robe ofmoslin,
and put to the tjriure every 'rra of her

H. r i taJu refused-do:- !j r b
Dt,cTlTt?r willr her breath warr gone, --her
very heart s blood seemed turned to ice.
She tottered, fell, and the same blast
that bore her down, wrapped her in a
shroud of snow.

But exerting herself to the utmost,
she rose to her feet again, for her last
glance bad rested on a dark object a
short distance in advance, and the pos-
sibility of its being him she sought,
nerved her to make one more effort.
Fixing her eyes upon the object which
had attracted her attention, she strug-
gled forward, and reached it just as her
last remnant of strength was expended.

It was indeed her husband, lie had
contended with the elements, till chilled,
wearied, and almost breathless, then had
sunk down in the path in order to re-

cover himself for a further effort. No
thought of perishing had passed the
strong man's mind; but no sooner did
muscular action cease, than the lethargy
which but for timely breaking had ended
in death, was upou him. All sense of
suffering fled, gay colors had floated be
fore his sight, and the sound of the a:i-gr-

blast seemed sweotc"st music.
lie sat with his feel drawn up. and

his head bowed upon his knees. How
long he had remained thus he knew not.
when the voice of his wife exclaiming.
"Thank Cod we die together!"' sounded
faintly in his ears, and the same instant
he felt her prostrate form and encircling
arms. This quickly roused him to a
sense of their situation, and that sense
warmed the congealing life-curre- and
sent it lightning like through its chan-
nels.

The knowledge of the danger, the cer-

tain death to which his idolized compan-
ion was exposed, and from which he
alone could save her, at once raised him
above the power of fatigue and cold.
Starting to his feet, he folded her insen-
sible form to his bosom, and bore it to-

ward their home, as if she had been the
merest infant.

The blast to him was but a zephyr,
the snow drifts but irrcsisting air. He
paused not until the cottage was reach-
ed; where the wife was presently restor-
ed to animation, and both to happiness.
Each had saved the other from a fearful
death.

jgWhcn neighbor Jones went to
dinner the other day, he found one of
his apprentices in the kitchen, quietly
rollin.ee up his sleeves.

"What arc you going to do?" said
Jones.

"Oh." riuietly responded the bov, "I
am going to dive down into that pot, to
see if I can find the bean that soup was
made from."

jggg" A nice young lady was once
asked the nearest way to her chamber.
She replied: "Through the churchyard,
up to the altar." The querist was so
charmed that he travelled that road
within a month.

neaThc road ambition travels is too
narrow for friendship, too crooked for
love, too rugged for honesty, and too
dark for science.

The scheme of supplying our
wants by lopping off our desire, is like
cutting off our feet when wcwant shoes.

A Certificate.
' Editor in ?"
"Vc were leaning back in our chair,

dreamily building castles on the "mon-ie- d

basis" of a one dollar bill, which a
delinquent had found it in his heart to
pay in, in that comfortable state of mind
between a "wake and a doze." Our feet
were elevated upon the fender, and a
promise of another meal" during
the week.

'Editor, sir?"
"Yes, sir."

Wall, you are the feller I want to
see. Am- - 1 rotessoc of the

ventor and sole jro-priet- ot a new
medicine, the Great Horse Power Cath-
arine or liar Invigorator. Ever hearn
on the article before?"

Have not."
"Wall, I han't but just found it out

myself, but it goes like ginger. It nev-

er fails. I'm sending it to all parts of
the kontcnant; besides to South Ameri-k- y

and other places. It keeps in all
climates. Everybody buys it every-
body has bar after they have tried it.
But here are some certifikits -- all well
authenterkatcd know 'cm all well my-
self. Maybe you'll look at 'cm ?"

The little man handed us awell-wor- n

copy of the Swashville Daily Bugle.
The leader was devoted to the new dis-

covery. We copy:
"Our hundred thousand readers will

bear us out in the assertion, that we do
not open our kolumns to speak of pat
ent medicines. But the 'Great llorsc-Powc- r

Cathrine liar Invigorator' am an
exception. We boldly, fearlessly,

pronounce it the diskivcry
of the acre. Wc have been bald from
our birth, owing to early troubles; but
once using the invigorator, kivered our
head with a dense growth of bar. Our
friends are all astonished. Had the
prophet known of this he would not have
been called old bald head by the little
ones, and forty and two of the little hope-fid- s

tore into slivers by bears. We will
let the Professor speak for hiuie!f:

The way I disfciverod this wonderful
medicine was in this wise:

I'd been out hueklcberry'n. and when
going home through the back pasture,
where I keep old Brindlc and Bob. 1113-tc-

milkin anemtls, I trot kind o' tired
use, a ad not uwr. ob- -

They telt qneer, and I rub'wii .m.iuo
them between my lingers. In less taan
tew minutes my forefinger and thumb
were covered with bar, full out an inch
long! You may well think that this as-

tonished me. 1 tried the weed on t'oth-
er hand, and liar thar too. I jumped
up from whar I was settin", and what a
sight! My new, drab, doeskin pants
looked like the rump of a. buffalo, with
bar three inches long. I did make for
home abaut then. But an idea struck
me. I tried the weed next day on the
door stone with great effect, producing
a thick mat of mouse colored liar in thir-
ty minutes. I tried .it on the chairs in
the house and produced magnificent har
cushions.

In plowing up the weeds, the mould
board of the plow looked like a steel
grey musk rat, with handles to him.
in digging outa wood chuck, I accident-
ally laid my iron bar upon the weed and
the next morning it was kivered with a
thick coat of iron grey har. I skinned
that woodchuck and carried him hum,
and left him by the side of some of the
weed. In the morning the carcass was
kivered with liar. And however incred-
ible it may seem. I kept that woodchuck
several days, and took twenty-seve- n

full grown woodchuck skins! and a full
coat of har on all of 'em !

One of our Shanghai hens made a nest
and sot in the same weeds. Her eggs
were covered with bar, and the chickens
kum out with har on 'em ! I was sure
that such a weed must be powerful, and
so biled some on't down. The dish kit-
tle was kivered with long, jet black har.
I kept on experimenting, and by kemi-k- al

kombernations, produced the Invig-
orator, purely vegetable and always
sure. I have seventy thousand certifi-
kits from the bald headed of all coun-
tries, but will read you only a few:

BANGALL, June 11.
Prof. Qiinchein: This may certify

that 1 have always been bald, and have
used up a barrel of common hair dye.
I accidentally heard of your Invigorator,
and purchased a bottle, and carried it
home in my overcoat pocket. The
pocket was full of hair when I got home !

I took the bottle and held it in the sun,
where the shadow fell on my head. A
thick head of chestnht colored hair grew
out in thirty minutes, by the watch, all
curled and perfumed. Send me twenty
bottles bv return man. J he call for the
Invigerator is unprecedented. A neigh-
bor of mine "

Excuse us, Professor, to-da- and
call again !"

"Will dew it, sir. You'll find the
Invigerator great on har! '

G?Au honest Hibernian, in recom-
mending a cow, said she would give
milk year after year, without having
calves, "because," said he, "it runs in the
bradc, for she came out of a cow that
niver had a calf."

8r3L.lt is all very well to say, "Know
thyself," but suppose you never find
yourself at home, how are you to get an
introduction ?

Qfc, Which arc the two smallest in-

sects mentioned in the Scripture? The
widows "mite" and the wicket "flea."

Steady!
There is a valuable lesson fco be learn

ed from the popular use ofiius word- -
especially by the young.

Steady, boys!" shouts jHboatswain,
as the vessel tosses and mxs among
the breakers. The gallflk Jack-sta- r

catch the sound of the wqr and obey.
To have disregarded it wooH have boen
wreck and ruin.

"Steadv. men !" commamU the colo
nel at the head of his regSJont ; as it
marches to the attack, oflHfeparcs for
the deadly charge of the weuiy, and
"steady! is cauhtupaaRa8sel from

riB4MUUSa0RKv t haute.
ience turned the' victory which

perched upon their banners !

"Steady!" says the corner-ma- n at the
"raising," as he receives the end of the
log to fit it into its notch. The slightest
mt "steady" motion might have brought
the heavy log tumbling, and crashing,
and crushing, upon the heads of the
neighbors, who came kindly to give their
gratuitous assistance.

Let this be your watchword in all the
doings of life iu your wonls and your
deeds amidst your triumphs and your
defeats your success and your reverses.
Every where, and, at all times, stud to
be "steady." Thus the value of this
little word will be learned in the best
of all schools "the school of experi-
ence."

That's a steady young man," says
one. smilingly. Isn't that a high com-

pliment, youthful reader? Would you
desire to have it said, in fnrn, of yinit
Well, it's in your power to secure like
praise by being "steady."

If you want "steady employment" at
"steady wages ," see to it that you your
self are "steady." Nav. YTO must take
care ot vour earnings, loo.

"Kcckless" is the very opposite of
"steady," and it applies as well to the
use of money as the making of it. The
habit of being careful, in this respect, is
but another expression of the idea we
are striving to impress upon the minds
of our young readers. This habit has
assisted to secure for an entire section
of the country the designation of the

Land of steady Habits" and a proud
designation it is. albeit, ucd somewhat
sneeringly at tin.es.

Be not reckless, then, but "steady,"
voutbfuiajer of the Agj-KKTfsK-

tri-;- fig" word- - aioov "'eiiyEjiHTtie of
Tife: ""Sttfady, boys SteSPT

Paying the Printer.
Genteel Header The ponderologieal-l- y

overwhelming guyaseutanizing ex-

tract from the mirific records of antiqui-
ty which follows, is, if the Almanac lie'
not, an extract from a venerable manu-
script found in an antiquated bake oven,
explaining the origin of the manner in
which printers are generally paid:

And Skinflinter the mighty ruler of
the Squash-head- s, having called his chief
officers to his side, commanded them
thus:

"Co ye into all my dominions, and
command my people to gather together
their treasures, even to a farthing, and
pay all their debts even the very small-
est."

The officers did as they were com-
manded, and after a certain time the ru-

ler called them again unto him, and
demanded of them how his orders had
been obeyed.

-- Oh, mighty Skinflinter,"' they re-

plied, "your commands were heard
throughout the land and fulfilled; for
your people arc obedient."

"And every debt paid?"
"Yes, even the smallest."
"Are the merchant, the manufactu-

rer, the laborer paid?"
"All paid."
"Arc the tobaeco and the whisky bills

all settled?"
"All, all."
"And have my people been provident?

have they laid up a sufficiency to feed
their cats and dogs?"
"Yes, they have oven done this."

"Well, my people arc worthy. Now,
go ye unto them, and if there be any-
thing left, tell them to take it and puj
the printer!"

A Good Story.
The Georgians about Savannah iiscd

to tell a story of old J udgo Dooley that
will bear repeating. The Judge gave
offence to a gentleman who was defend-
ant in a ease on trial before him. And
as it is the fashion in regions where a
high state of civilization prevails, to
challenge the bench as well as jurymen,
bis honor was served with a hostile mes-

sage before he was out of bed next morn-
ing.

--I won't fight!" said the judge.
"You are a coward, sir!"
"To be sure I am," rejoined the Judge,

"and your principal knew it, or he would
not have challenged nic."... . . .... .I, .

A he bearer ot tne cnauengc made a
rush at the Judge with his cane, but his
honor adroitly slipped out of bed the
back side, seizintr the bolster and using
it as a shield.

"I'll publish you as a poltroon in ev-

ery paper in the State," exclaimed the
exasperrted second.

"Go ahead," said the Judge, "I'd
rather fill a hundred newspapers than
one coffin," flourishing his bolster to
give additional emphasis to his words.

The pugnacious gentleman withdrew
in disgust, and the duel was indefinitely
postponed.

8,A truly great man borrows no
lustre from splendid ancestorv. That
is left for little great men to do.

The Burial.
There was joy on earth. The twit-

tering swallow, as it darted along in sun-
shine and in shade, heeded not the bit-
ter waitings of affliction and distress
the wild bird, in its noiseless flight, soft-
ly, silent as falls the snow flake, seemed
unmindful of woe as it flashed its wings
across the vision like the thought of a
dream during the hours of midnight,
and vanished as suddenly. To us the
sight of their joyous felicity brought no
gladness. The sounds of their mirth
fell coldly upon the heart. It seemed
but bitter mockery and spoke of days
departed. The bright and languishing
skies Seemed insensible that they were
smiling over ruin and decay: that one
ot hope s laircst and sweetest flowers
had dropped and died, and now, even
now, was to be laid in the earth's cold
bosom.

We had seen the child in all its guilt-
less beauty, when it was a thing glow-
ing with health, innocence and joy.
We had seen it in the arms of her that
bore it, in all the overflowing kindness
of a mother's love. We had heard that
little voice singing its joyful note like
sweetest music: had seen those little
hands stretched to the bosom of its
mother, twining round her like tendrils
round the parent stem. But now, her
olessmg the youngest, loveliest slept;
not on the bosom ot maternal tender
ness, but with the quiet dead. That
voice was hushed and silent as an un
strung harp. Death ! death ! how love

thou canst be. Though pale and
lifeless, it wore a smile, passionless and
pure as the cherub of immortality. It
had nothing of the corpse about it but
its whiteness, nothing of the grave but
its stillness. So beautiful he seemed
like the lamb decked with the flowery
garland for the sacrifice. We would
fain have lain down at its side, in the
cold bosom of our common mother on
the dark and silent hill.

Thou weepest, fond mother. Ah !

well thou mayst. How hard is it for
thee to lay thy loved one low in the
damp earth, beneath the cold clods of
the vallcy. Hard is it to reflect that
this, thy child of peerless beauty, will
never more raise its rosy lips to thine
iu all the fondness of childhood's warm
affection. Thc:;c are recollections that
Tieign upon the;r ;.! even to ovcrpow-erilig- f

Momory toll: thoe Oion ni t des-
olate. It tells too of playful smiles, of
a thousand winning waj-- s that twine
around a mother's heart. It tells of the
sweet throbbings of unspeakable bliss,
that were there when softly soothing
him to slumber and repose. Now, the
foliage of the willow will be his shelter,
and the narrow house his abiding place.
The nursery will no more resound with
his gladsome mirth; the cradle iu which
he had often reposed in quiet, is now
desolate. God help thee, fond moth
er. !

The last look. The time has come
when she may gaze once more upon her
sleeping boy, ere the pall is settled up-
on his lifeless brow! Oh! the bitter ag-
on- of that moment! One long, burn
ing kiss upon Ins marble torehcad, and
is shut, forever shut from her view.

Look abroad, fond mother, on the
ways of sinful men, and repine no more
that God hath made thy child an angel
in the regions of bliss. Now his song
mingles with the thanksgiving of the
blest. Sanctified, safe and secure from
the stormy blasts of iniquity, with Ilim
who is from everlasting.

A Model Dun.
An editor out west thus talks to his

non-payi- ng subscribers and patrons. If
this appeal docs not bring in the "pew-
ter," we think he need not dun the sec-

ond time:
"Friends, Patrons, Subscribers and

Advertisers: Hear us for our debts,
and get ready that you may pay; trust
us we arc in need and have regard for
our need, for you have long been trust
ed; acknowledge your indebtedness, and
dive into your pockets that you may
promptly fork over. If there be any
among you one single patron that
don't owe us something, then to him wc
say, step aside consider yourself a gen
tleman. If the rest wish to know why
wc dun them, this is our answor: Not
that we care about cash ourselves, but
our creditors do. Would you rather
that wc go to jail, and you go free, than
you pay your debts and we all keep
moving? As wc have agreed we have
worked for pou as we have contracted,
wc have furnished our paper to you.
but as you don't pay, we dun you!
Here are the agreements for job-wor-

contracts for subscription, promises of
long credits, and duns for deferred pay-
ment. Who is there so mean that he
don't take a paper? If any, he needn't
speak, wc don't mean him. Who is
there so green that he don't advertise ?

If any, let him slide; he ain't the chap
either. Who is there so base that he
don't pay the printer? If any let him
shout for he's the man we're after.
His name is Legion. He has been ow-

ing us one, two or three years long
enough to make us poor and himself poor
at our expense. If the above appeal to
his conscience doesn't awake his sense
of justice, we shall have to try the law,
and see what virtue there is in writsand
constables."

EiafAunt Mary saw over a tailor's
door, a sign bearing the inscription.

The Fountain of Fashion. "Ah!
exclaimed she, "that must be the place

i where the squirts come from."

Two Raps Too Few.
A man somewhat advanced in life

who was the other part of a strong mind
ed lady, had great faith in fepiritualism.
His wife openly proclaimed her infidel
ity, and with the consistency which ot- -

tcn forms a part of the female character ,

for a long time refused to be convinced
of her errors through test or experiment
At last the persuasion of the husband
induced from her a promise to make one
ot a circle at the residence ol a celebra
ted medium, upon condition, however
that she should precede her husband in
entering the house, and nothing should
be said or done by him which should
disclose to the "mejum" the fact that
any connection existed between them.

The wife on entering found two gen-
tlemen in waiting and the aforesaid me-
dium. Soon after this the husband came
in and a circle was formed, the lady of
course, taking precedence over the oth-
ers. She ascertained that a spirit was
present who would communicate with
her and was desired to ask any test
questions which she'might think proper.
After having been informed that she
must put her questions so as to be an-
swered affirmatively by three raps, or
negatively by one rap, she questioned
as follows:

"Am I married?"
Rap, rap, rap.
"Have I ever been married n:o:-- t than

once?"
Rap,
"How many 3'ears? '

Rap, rap, rap, rap, rap, rap, rap, rap !

("Eight years") said the medium.
"Have I children?"
Bap, rap, rap.
"How maiiv ?"
ll;:p, rap, rap, rap! ("Four.") said

tne medium.
The lady was somewhat startled at

the correctness of these answers, and
freely confessed it. With a radiant
face the husband then "braced in," and
asked the following test questions:

"Am 1 married f
Rap, rap, rap.
"How long havo I been married?"
Rap. rap, rap. rap. rap. rap. rap. rap.
Strange coincidence! ' murmured the

medium.
"Have I children?"
Rap. rap.
"W h a t ?"
Rap, rail !

"CJvud Heaven.; I TTou- - many
Hop. rap!
The wife swooned, and the husband,

when last seen, was walking on the Jer-
sey flats. To this day the lady profess-
es to disbelieve.

Crinolina in Rhyme.
BY THE OLD MAN.

A lady with a crinoline was walking
down the street her feathers fluttered
in the air her hoops stuck out a feet.
She walked the earth as if she felt of it
she was no part, and proudly did she
step along for pride was iu her heart.
She did not see a curly dog, which walk-
ed close by her side, all save the bushy
tail of which her crinoline did hide.
His tail the dog with pleasure shook it
fluttered in the wind, and from the la-

dy's crinoline stuck out a foot behind.
crowd the tail did soon espy, as it

waved to and fro, and like a rudder seem-
ed to point, which way the maid should
go. The curly dog right pleased was he
such quarters he had got, and walked
beside the lady in a kind of doggish trot.
Each step the lady now did take, served
to increase her train, while those who
followed in her wake roared out with
might and main. Some held their sides
they laughed so hard, and many fairly
cried, and many even still coufess that
day they'd "like to died." But still the
lady sailed along, in crinoline and pride,
unmindful of the crowd behind, or clog
close by her Eide. But soon another dog
espied the tail which fluttered free it
so provoked his doggish ire he could not
let it be but with a deep ferocious
growl, for battle straight he W3iit, and
'neath the lady's crinoline both dogs
were quickly pent. They fought 'tis
said one hour or more the lady noth-
ing knew but with her head erect sail-
ed on. and did her way pursue. Some
ay she never would have known at all

about the fight had not one dog mistook
and gave her "limb" an awful bite. But
since that day I've heard it said that
the lady ue er was seen upon the street,
with so much pride and such a crino-
line.

Bs. A young lady returning late from
a concSrt, as it was raining, ordered the
coachman to drive close to the pavement.
but was still unable to step across the
gutter.

"I can lift you over it," said coachy.
"Oh, no. I'm too heavy," said she.
"Whv, bless you. marm, I'm used to

lifting barrels," said Jehu.

8,'Dcar sir,' lisped a great lady, in
a watered silk, at the World's Fair,
have the goodness to inform me if there

are noblemen in the United States?'
Yes ma'am,' answered a full-fe- d Jon-

athan, I am one of them.

EXPLAIN. Perhaps the Albany Ar-

gus will explain what it means when it
says: "Let others run down hooped
skirts, be it ours to elevate thorn, when
wc may.

r55 A jeweller advertises that he has
a lot of precious stones to dispose of.
adding, that they sparkle like the tears
of a voting widow.

Spirited and Merited Rebuke.
Here is a funeral sermon which as far

as it goes, is almost equal to the famous
"Harp of a thousand strings."

Parson S , a rather eccentric char-
acter, was called to preach the funeral
sermon ofa hard case named Rami, which
he did in the following unique style:

"My beloved brethercn and sisters, if
our beloved brother Rann would want
somebody to coine and tell lies about
him, and make him out a better man
than he was, ho would not have chose
me to preach his funeral sermon. No,
my bretheren, he wanted to be held up
as a burning and shining light, to warn
you from the error of your ways. He
ketp horses and he runn'd em; he kept
chickens, and he fout'em. Our dear
brother had many warnin's, brethren.
The first was, when he broke his Ieg,but
still he went on the error of his ways.
The second warnin' was, when his son
Peter hung himself in jail; and the last
and greatest warnin' of all was, he died
himself!" The preacher enlarged upon
these topics until he sunk Rann so low
that his hearers began to doubt whether
he would ever succeed in getting him up
again, and, as usual in funerals, landing
him safe in Abraham's bosom. Thiswas
the object of the second part of the ser-

mon, which started thus: "My breth-
eren, there'll be great moraclcs grc it
mcracles in heaven; and the first meracle
will be, that many you expect to one
there, you won't see there. The people
that go round with lng faces, making
long prayers, won't be there. And the
second meracle will be, that many you
don't expect to find there as perhaps
some won't expect to find our departed
brother Rann you'll find there; and
the last and greatest meracle will be, to
find yours-Jxc- s there!"

Peter Cartwright.
Harper's Weekly tells some queer

stories of this pioneer preacher. He had
atone time offended a certain Maj.L ,

who was a fire eater, by the boldness of
his preaching, and the first time they
met, the Major flew into a desperate rage,
and said if he thought he would fight him
a duel, he would challenge him.

"Major," said I, very calmli', "if you
challenge me; I will accept it."

"Well, sir" said he, 'T do dare you lo
mortal combat.

"Very well, I'll figrk yow;-MKir- ,"

said T, "according to the laws ofTOnor,
I suppose it is my right to choose tho
weapons with which'we are to fight?"

"Certainly," said he.
"Well, said I, "then we will stop over

here into this lot, and get a couple of
cornstalks; I think I can finish you with
one."

But oh, what a rage he got into. He
clenched his fists and looked vengeance.
Said he, "If I thought I could whip
you. I would smite you in a moment"

"Yes, yes, Major L ," said I,
but, thank God, you can't whip me;

but don't you attempt to strike me, for
if you do, and the devil gets out of you
into me. I shall give you the worst whip-

ping you ever got in all your life," and
then walked off and left him.

His wife was a good, Christian woman,
and his family was tendent on the

At night; after meeting was
closed, I retired to bed, and about mid
night there came a messenger to go to
Major L 's tent and pray for him.
for he was a dying. Said 1, "what 18

the matter with him '.

"Oh. he says he has insulted you, one
of God's ministers, and if you don't conic
and pray for him. he will die and go to
hell."

"Well," said I, "if that s all, the .Lord
increase his pains. I shall not go; let
him take a grand sweat; it will do him
good, for he has legions of evil spirits in
him, and it will be a longtime before
they arc all cast out."

ris?.Tlio f.illowi nr was communicated
r nnmmnilm Wilkes, of the exploring

expedidion, by a savage of the Fejeo
Islands:

tt. ct..t,1 flint a. vessel, the hulk of
J1V CV.VW w.- -.

which was still lying on the beach, had
come ashore in a storm, and that all the
crew had fallen into the nanus or mo
Islanders.

"What did you do with them? inqui-
red Wilkes.

"Killed 'em all," answered the sav-

age.
"What did you do with them after

you had killed them?"
"Eat 'cm, good;" returned the canni-

bal.
"Bid you cat them all? asked the

half sick Commodore.
"Yes, wc cat all but one."
"And why did you spare one ?"
"Because he taste too much like to-

bacco. Couldn't eat him no how !"

If the tobacco chewcr should happen
to fall into the hands of New Zealand

fpt shiDwrccked somewhere
in the Fecjcan groups, he will have the
consolation of knowing that he will not
be cut into steak, and buried without
liturgy in the unconsecratcd stomach of
a cannibal.

B3"Papa. are the hogs that go to
Cincinnati sick?"

"No, my child, why do you ask?"
"Because the. papers say they are

cured there."

Bgy Never attempt to compliment a
woman by telling her that she is grow-
ing handsome; she will consider it an
indirect way of telling her how plain
looking she used to bo.


